SIGNS  AND   SEASONS

rows, considering, too, all the cracked corn I had
scattered For them. So 1 at owe served notice on
them thai our good understanding was at an end.

And a hint, is as good as a kirk with this bird. The
stone I hurled among them, and the one with which
I followed them up, may have been taken as a
kick; but they were only a hint of the shotgun that
stood ready in the corner. The sparrows left in
high dudgeon, and were not buck again in some
days, and were then very shy. No doubt, the time
Is near at hand when we shall have to wage serious
war upon those sparrows, as they long have had to
do on the continent of Europe. And yet it will be
hard to kill the little wretches, the only Old World
birds we have* When I take down my gun to shoot
them I shall probably remember that the Psalmist
said, ** I watch, and inn as a sparrow alone upon
the housetop,** and maybe* the recollection will cause
me to stay my hand. The sparrows have the Old
World hardiness and prolificncss; they an* wise and
tenacious of life, and we shall find it by and by no
small matter to keep them in chock. Our native
birds are much different, less prolific*, less shrewd,
less aggressive and persistent, less quick-witted and
able to read the note of danger or hostility,' -in
short, less sophisticated, Most of our birds arc yet
essentially wild, that is, little changed by civilisa-
tion. In winter, especially, they sweep by me and
around me in flocks, -- the Canada sparrow, the least, when I
